FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
There was no flour in the market at Yapchan, where we
arrived that evening. It was only by addressing ourselves to
the shang yi that we were able to secure some. While we were
at supper, a Turki with clear-cut features and obviously used
to giving orders—a surprising thing in a native—came and
asked coldly to see our papers. He knew Russian, came from
Andijan, and informed us that we should find no donkeys
at Yapchan. But it is not on his account that I was long to
remember my night at Yapchan. For anybody who did not
mind being turned into a jumping ground by the most
charming little toads it would have been a good night. . . .
On the morrow, the 23rd of July, the memorable day of
our arrival at Kashgar, Peter opened his suitcase to get out
his razor—only to find it full of water. And that was not all.
The "canteen" box which hung opposite the suitcase had
also been under water. A donkey had been nearly drowned
in the irrigation channel where we passed them on the
previous day. The donkey-boy was frightened and had not
dared tell us.
So Peter the Impatient had perforce to postpone our
departure. To prevent the damage from becoming serious
we must get the things at least partially dry. The medicine
chest was pulp, inside which pills, tablets and powder were
dissolving. But the greatest misfortune was that several of
Peter's films, some of which had already been exposed, were
dripping wet and probably ruined. The typewriters, our
only luxury articles—which we had very nearly had to
abandon at Toruksai when our caravan was melting like
butter in the sun—were already being eaten up with rust in
their layers of mud. They were stuck, and it took an hour
of drying and oiling—with gun oil—before my Erika's
members came to life again. Peter's clothes were dripping
on a rope, amongst them a now miserable-looking suit of
light summer material, all streaked with the dye that had
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